Village Politics in Pakistan 


I walked past the tea house this morning and the three regular 
wastrels there insulted me. “Off to steal,are you?” 


Unbelievable! Say the word and I’1Ll have them flicked like 
flies. 


They don’t deserve that much! Useless weights upon the earth! 


Hasan the farmer asked them to help in the fields,and they 
Laughed at him,too. He couldn’t offer them enough money! 


Genius can’t be bothered with such small deeds,of course. 
We can snuff them and sell the bodies? 


The latter makes sense. But not dead. Send them to the 
Americans. Terrorists! And we’Lll not keep the money either. 


May I suggest ice cream parties for the madrassah’s children? 


Of course. The Americans’Ll be happy to treat those taught, 
by the just will of Allah,to despise them! 


Aren’t we forbidden to hate? 


How could we be? God helps us to see the truth,and we therefore 
hate Americans. 


They are our allies,I’ve heard. Anyway,they can blow us up! 
Allah’s will be done. Let’s see who blows up. Anyway,bring your 
gun tomorrow and I’1Ll get Hasan and his tractor. 

We’LL rope them and let them run after us to the next village, 
where the criminals,I mean patriots,will purchase them for the 
brilliant Americans. 

Why don’t we just sell them ourselves? Directly? 

Not how Capitalism works. You must involve many. 


Wasting money. 


The design,my old friend! 


